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ibovs enjoy Cracker Jack 

Wherever cowboy* and cowgir h gather you're run to And 
Cracker Jack then, too. It't ■ real Weetern treat thii 
candy coated popcorn -and the more they eat ... the 
more they want. Be tike the brawny eowboy. treat 
yourtelf to Cracker Jack often. Remember, there'i a 
l ur pr le e novelty in every pack. 
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2 

CracRer 
Jack 

SAILOR BOYS 

Wear a Cracker Jack Oaffc* 
Western Belt. To get AN "£jr.i t ![, 

\\ your, .imply , end 
the Sailor Boy. from 

the backi of 2 Cracker Jack package., with 
only 25c in coin, to The Cracker Jack Co., Deilc 
70. 4800 W. 66th St., Chicago 38. III. 
Hf MVSIlMMAIBIali 

•Ct western belt coupon 

I*. Ootk.r Jed C, D.rt Jt, 4100 W. Mih St., Chiiog. JS, III. 
Knckwd « JSc in coin and 1 Sailor Boy. taken from Cracker 
J.ek packafn for which und Wcmm Belt, lin to: 



CULTURE CORNER 



CONDUCTED BY 

CROUCHES K.CONK Q 0C 
C1UEER OLD COOT 1 
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THE GANGSTER 



A Wicky and O'Shaumessy Stnry 
* By Rod Reed 



"MM R. BURKE came home, weary after a 
hard day it the office. He settled into 
his easy chair, lit hi* pipe, leaned back and 
■tarted to read the evening paper. But he had 
read only i few lines when he was dozing, 
peacefully. 

**How easily he sleeps," thought Mrs. Burke, 
looking across from her knitting. "It would 
take an explosion to wake him." 

Whamt Wham! Boom! Clatter! Crash? 

Mx. Burke rose a foot from his chair and 
Ms eyes popped open. "What in heaven's 
nana ia that?" he eried. 

Mrs. Burke calmly continued with her knit- 
Hag as she said, "Our son is feeling the stir- 
rings of his musical talent again." 

**Oh, nooooohl" moaned Mr. Burke, clapping 
a hand to his forehead. 

Bangety - hangety - bangety - bang! Crash! 
Smash f Booooom! 

"Ill put a stop to this!" declared Mr. Burke, 
rising. 

"Now. wait," urged his wife. "It says. In the 
Child Guidance Book that if you suppress a 
boy's talents, it may ma'.te him neurotic." 

"Yes, but if he keeps on with that racket, 
HI get a splitting headache. What kind of 
musician Is he supposed to be -anyway?" 

"A fa" drummer," 

"My son! Wants to be a js?s drummer I 
This is too rrrurht" asserted Mr. Burke. 

Bom! Wham! Clang glang-claugl 

"Perhaps yon could direct his talent into 
another channel," suggested Mrs. Burke. 

"WHAT?" bellowed Mr. Burke, who had 
been unable tn hear his wife's soft voice over 
the racket. 

"Perhaps you could direct his talent lf»to 
another channel." nhf repeated. 

"Hmmmmmf Perhaps I could." Mr, Bnr.ee 
Jaid the paper down and headed for the cellar. 
There he found his son, Wicky, industriously 




beating away at an overturned bucket, a wash- 
tub, and several tin lids. The racket, he 
thought, was even more dreadful as he got 
closer. He was sure that Wlcky's dog, O'Shaw- 
nessy, agreed, for the beast was huddled 
against the farthest wall, as far away from the 
clatter and crash as he could get. 

Wicky looked up and saw his father. "Oh, 
hello. Dad! Listen to this ratamacuer" He 
slashed away with his sticks, 

Mr. Burke forced a smile. "Fine!" he said. 
"Best ratamacue I've heard all day." 

"Dad, could I have a set of tubs?" asked 
Wicky. 

"Huh?" 

"Would you buy me a set of drums? I want 
to be a real gone skin-thumper like Wham 
Rebop." 

"Who?" 

"Wham Rehop I He's the greatest since 
■ Krupa. He gave me his autograph. He said 
I've got fine wrists for a drummer." 

Mr. Burke gave the matter a little thought. 
He was faced with a difficult problem. He want- 
ed to turn his son's talent to another instru- 
ment, to a new idol in the jazz world. But the 
only man he could think of. offhand, was Harry 
James, and he did not want his son blasting 
away around the house with a trumpet. He 
remembered a previous experience with a 
bugle- If Wicky had to be musical. Mr. Burke 
wanted him to be musical o» some kind of 
soft, sweet instrument like say, a vtoliu. 

Finally, the father spoke: "Wiclu If this 
fellow, Ram Whambott, is the greatest, per- 
haps you should choose some other Instrument, 
so vow ectuld be the greatest on your instru- 
ment — say— the violin." 

"Violin? Whoever heard of a great jaxs 
violinist?" 

"There have been some mighty good ones," 
declared Mr. Burke. "Stuff Smith, Joe Venuti, 
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Eddie South, Emlllo Caceres — but you could 
be the grettettT 

Wicky was dubious. "I don't know," he said. 

Mr. Burke was enough of a salesman to 
push hie point when he had the other fellow 
wobbling. "Look, Wickyl This drummer — this 
Slam Klop-Klop, or whatever hla name is! 
He's your friend. He gave you hla autograph. 
If you go on drumming and get better than be 
Is, that'll just make him feel bad. But If you 
play the violin, why, maybe, you could even 
get in his band someday." 

"He doesn't have any fiddles in his band," 
said Wicky. 

"What an opening! What an opportunity!" 
cried Mr. Burke. "You can be the first violin- 
lit in his band F 

Wicky's father was very persuasive. He won 
the boy over. He promised to buy a violin 
next day and bring it home on hla way from 
work. 

Mr. Burke was as good as his word, During 
his lunch hour next day, he went to the music 
store, bought a violin and arranged for lessons. 
He was seen by one of Wick's pals, carrying 
the violin case back to the office. 

The pal searched out Wicky and said. "Say, 
I saw your dad carrying a violin case. Does 
that mean you're going to take violin lessons? 
Are you giving up drums?" 

Several boys were gathered around eagerly 
awaiting the response. Wicky paused before 
answering. If the kids knew about his violin, 
it would ruin his plan for a great dramatic 
surprise. He had pictured himself as practising 
in secret and then, suddenly, on some momen- 
tous occasion, standing before them all and 
astounding them with the mellow music he 
could achieve by drawing bow across strings. 

He thought of telling them it was his father 
who planned to study violin, but that would 
be a downright fib and besides they might 
not believe It. There'd have to be some other 
way to keep hie great secret. Suddenly his 
flaring imagination came to his rescue. 

Calmly he asked, "Did any of you guys see 
that movie, 'Gangland Revenge?'" 

They had all seen It 

"What was in the violin case?" asked Wicky. 



"A machine gunT exclaimed the boyt, to 

unison. 

"Well?" said Wicky. "WellF How d* y*« 
think my pop mak** all his money**" 

Mr. Burke was driving home from hla offio*. 
Beside him, on the front seat, was the violin 
In its case. He smiled a smug snail*. "Wicky 
will have to take his lessons at the prof**ior's 
house," ha thought. "I won't have te stand 
for much of the squeak-squawk at home." 

At first, when he heard the sireni, he thought 
there must be a fire someplace. He was really 
amazed when a police car swung In front of 
htm and forced him to the curb. He got out, 
carrying the violin in its case. 

"Drop it (" ordered a gruff police sergeant 

"Huh?" asked Mr. Burke. 

"Drop the fiddle 1" ordered the sergeant, 
brandishing a gun. 

Mr. Burke obeyed. ( 

There was a splintering crtttL 

"Why, it IS a fiddle!" exclaimed the police- 
man, on opening the case. "It's a fiddle mt 
it's all busted C* 

*••> A VERY ltran B e thing." declared Mr. 

^» Burke to hie wife and ton. ***** 
police thought I was a gangster. They thought 
I had a machine gun In the violin «•*." 

"They did?" exclaimed Wicky, tryi«i t*> 
look innocent. 

"Yes, they did," said Mr. Burke, "and whta 
I dropped the violin it cracked and Ifa no 
good. I'm afraid this will retard your musical 
career, son. I'm sorry." 

Wicky thought for a moment, then said, 
"Well, dad, you did your best. Besides, maybe 
I shouldn't be a fiddle — a violin — player after 
'all. Maybe I should be the organist who plays 
before and after the games at the ball park. 
Maybe I should study that," 

"Maybe you're right," grinned Mr. Burke. 
"I'll get a couple of tickets for tomorrow's 
game and we'll both go out and study that!" 
THE END 
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a big, new book for 
MODEL BUILDERS 




At Your Local Newsstand 75 Cents a Copy 
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foV^/AIR RIFLE OWNERS CAN 
BECOME JUNIOR MEMBERS OF 
/* -NATIONAL RIFLE ASSOCIATION 



lS2?THE OPPORTUNITY TOgS 
EARN OFFICIAL NRA MEDALS " 

HOW you can learn to shoot safely, expert!, 
your Daisy at official nra targets under adult 
supervision — as an Active Junior nra Member. 
AND you can proudly wear the prized 

broidered brassard on coat, shirt or s - 

■rv the impressive nra Membership Card — 
n and enjov the famous NRA Junior Rifle Hand- 
book—earn a string of nra marksmanship 
medals reaching clear across your chest! ALSO y 
■an qualify for Lapel Button Awards and rec* 
i Free .Diploma for completing each of the 
.■nam Qualification Courses. Learn how you 
be a Junior nra Member— get into "The Big 
Leagues" of shooting — with your Daisy! Mail 




PLYMOUTH. MICHIGAN, t 



